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BRITISH SPANKING MAGAZINES 


Now available in the U.S.A. with confidence. 


BLUSHES No.1 to 37 


Young girls in tight situations. General- 
ly 64 pages with 8 in colour. Britain’s 
premier spanking mag. Illustrated quali- 
ty pictures. All back numbers available. 


JUSTICE No.1 to 55 


Stories and letters in the erotic spanking 
vein, well illustrated 60 pages. All back 
numbers still available. 


ROUE No.54 to 60 


56 pages, 8 in colour. Subtle spanking of 
soft young ladies, sometimes by other 
girls. Only last 6 issues available. 


THE SUPPLEMENT 
No.1 to 24 


Readers couldn’t get enough of Blushes 
so out came The Supplement. Great 
photos, excellent quality reading. 56 
pages. 8 colour. All back numbers 
available. 


JANUS No.60 to 66 


Britains oldest spanking mag. A quality 
publication of 56 pages, 8 in colour. 
Drawings, photos and stories. Last 6 back 
numbers available. 


SPANKING LETTERS No.1 to 38 


60 pages of letters on the erotic spank- 
ing scene, many photos of various situa- 
tions. Late back issues available. 


1 magazine for £6 
2 magazines for £11 
3 magazines for £15 
4 magazines for £20 
5 magazines for only £24 


KANE No.34 to 40 


64 pages, 8 in colour of the real en- 
thusiast spankings, using straps and 
canes, more mature models with genuine 
action stills from videos. Last 6 issues on- 
ly still available. 


UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to 22 


Young girls in various uniforms, and out 
of them, getting their bottoms reddened, 
and more. All back numbers available. 


PHOENIX No.33 to 39 


64 pages, 8 in colour. Clear erotic spank- 
ing, strap, cane etc. Last 6 back issues still 
available. 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 
We try for return of post and certainly send under 


plain cover. 


Make Cheques and PO's payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 
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THE ROOM 


Sandra hated this room. She 
hated the chair that had been 
sent in even more. She was 
never allowed to be in this 
room except for one purpose. 
Allowed! She would have 
preferred to avoid it at all costs. 
To be ordered to come into this 
room would always have the 
same inevitable result. It was as 
though the room itself had a 
mystic air that wrapped itself 
round her and made her 
defenceless against the things 
that would happen to her when 
she was in it. 


And that chair! Awful was a 
word that she found easy to 
summon to mind when she was 
in the embrace of the wicker- 
cane chair. 


The room and the chair com- 
bined reduced Sandra to a 
helpless state of perfect obe- 
dience whenever she had been 
considered naughty and was in 
need of corrective punishment. 
She even knew when she had 
been misbehaving and the silent 
man who was in charge of her 
correction seemed to expect 
her to respond to the unwrit- 
ten rules of procedure on how 
she had to prepare herself. Not 
to consider her own comfort 
but always to be aware of the 
fact that she needed this 
discipline. Perhaps she did. She 
was not too sure why she need- 
ed to expose herself in the 
precise way that she did. But it 
was all written down in the 
booklet that she had received 
when she first came here. 


She had not meant to speak to 
the woman next to her at sup- 
per. But her voice had carried 
the length of the room and had 
been heard by one of the in- 
structoress’s. It was sufficient 
to make the uniformed woman 
look at Sandra. Sadly Sandra 
thought, and she had shaken 
her head. The following mor- 
ning, on her chair next to the 
bed she had seen the striped 
blouse and the brief panties. Ne 
other message had been 
necessary. The garb was in 
itself a command, an order to 


attend the room immediately 
after breakfast. 


As soon as she had bathed her 
shapely young body, Sandra 
dressed in just the two 
garments. No stockings, no 
shoes, no brassiere, just the 
striped blouse and the short cut 
panties. Now she could feel the 
tension rising inside her 
smooth flat tummy. Although 
she hated the room and the 
chair, she could not disguise 
the fact that there was now in- 
side her body a strange excite- 
ment...and emotion that she 
knew she should not be feeling. 
Such feelings of warm glowing 
pleasure were not allowed. 
This room and the chair seem- 
ed to strip bare one’s very soul 
and exposed a person like San- 
dra in stark naked revealation. 


She slowly approached the 
wicker cane chair and knelt 
upright on the seat...she felt as 
though the chair was able to 
embrace her as small shocks 
rippled up from her knees and 
up her thighs. Trembling waves 
of excitement were soon in- 
vading the very core of her 
body. As though to make closer 
contact, she bent her body and 
two soft orbs of her bottom 
eased back further and further. 


‘It was a ballet...a silent ballet of 


movement and Sandra let her 
bottom take on a fully thrusting 
pose until the brief cut panties 
were stretched and forming a 
tight scarf of cloth so that the 
two cheeks were soon fully 
displayed. 


She weaved her hips round and 
round as though she was acting 
to music. Her breasts beneath 
the blouse were pushed hard 


against the back of the semi cir- ~ 


cular patterned chair... 


She heard the door softly open 
and then close. She did not turn 
to see who had entered but 
continued her gentle writhing 
movement...her nipples were 
hard...so sensuously hard that 
they were almost painful with 
the aching to be touched and 
petted. Perhaps he would 


understand how she felt and he 
might help to alleviate the 
hungry pressure of her body. 
When he took her arm, she 
meekly removed her knees and 
watched him sit down...silent- 
ly she stood as the tight fitting 
panties were eased all the way 
down to her ankles. Without a 
sound, she lifted her feet, one 
foot at a time so that the gar- 
ment could be removed. As she 
stretched her torso over the 
waiting lap, she felt his hand 
slip between her legs and kept 
them open so as not to hinder 
the progress of his fingers on 
her now very excited vulva. 


She waited expectantly and still 
in silence as the hand felt and 
teased the soft lips now respon- 
ding to a sweeter excite- 
ment...soon she would feel the 
spanking hand on her waiting 
bottom. 


Not once did she attempt to 
relax the full thrust of her bared 
bottom...that would never 
do...then the first sound of his 
palm striking her soft cheeks 
filled the room...Sandra did not 
cry out...she did not protest 
because such responses were 
disallowed...such reactions 
were severely frowned upon. 
Anyway, she did not want to 
stop the hand from feeling bet- 
ween her legs and she did not 
want to stop the palm smack- 
ing the naked cheeks of her 
backside. 


She pushed her own hand 
beneath the loose waistband of 
her blouse to cup her torgid 
nippled breasts in her own 
palms...she knew he would 
continue to spank her until the 
sweet thrilling and boiling 
juices spilled from her body...it 
would happen soon...oh but 
please, not too soon...not 
yet..she wanted to stay here 
forever...or as near as forever 
as she possibly could. 


Yes, she hated this room...she 
hated it because it stripped a 
woman’s character down to 
barest bones and left no secrets 
at all. 


The young woman standing at the bus stop in 
the centre of this quiet English country town is 
seemingly in her early twenties: a pretty 
brunette with shoulder-length wavy hair, while 
under her blouse and skirt (she is wearing no 
coat as the afternoon is warm) can be discern- 
ed a full-breasted, shapely figure. The blouse 
is white cotton, short-sleeved; the full navy skirt 
reaches just to her knees. Below the skirt are 
dark seamed nylons which end in shiny black 
high-heeled shoes. Skirt and blouse are set off 
by a broad shiny red plastic belt. She has plac- 
ed a shopping bag on the ground beside her 
and has a black leather bag hanging from one 
shoulder. 


Not far along the street another woman shop- 
per comes out of the greengrocer’s; she is 
dressed in the same manner as the young 
woman at the bus stop. And across the square 
is a third young woman similarly dressed, 
although both of these have a navy blue belt 
rather than a red one. It would seem to be some 
sort of uniform that these young women are 
wearing... 


Closer inspection of the one waiting for the bus 
shows that she has a metallic badge pinned to 
her blouse above her left breast. It says: Elaine 
Robbins. Housewife. 6940032. Close up one 
can also observe something else: Elaine Rob- 
bins — this is presumably her name — is not 
wearing anything under her blouse. Her full, 
firm breasts can be een through the thin cot- 
ton, with clearly no benefit of bra or anything 
else. The full breasts with their dark red nip- 
ples pushing against the partially transparent 


fabric. If we were to look close up at those other 
two similarly dressed young women we would 
see the same. The absence of a bra or other 
underclothing above the waist, and the badge. 
The badge worn by the girls with the blue belt, 
though, does not say ‘Housewife’ but ‘Category 
2. 


Elaine Robbins, at the bus stop, is glancing up 
the street in the direction that the bus will come 
from, impatient perhaps to get home, not hap- 
py to be waiting here even though it is a very 
pleasant day. There is no bus in sight at the 
moment. One or two cars enter and leave the 
square and a number more are parked over to 
one side, but it is generally very quiet on this 
July afternoon. A few other people are about 
in addition to the three similarly dressed young 
women. Two older women who are not in any 
sort of uniform, and one or two men also nor- 
mally dressed. One of these is now walking 
towards the bus stop. He stops next to the 
waiting young woman. Whose badge proclaims: 
Elaine Robbins. 


She meets his eye and quickly looks away with 
a flicker of her eyelashes. She seems nervous. 
The man is middle-aged, in a brown suit and 
tie. His eyes are taking in this attractive young 
woman whose breasts are clearly visible as she 
stands with her arms at her sides. She is aware 
of his scrutiny and looks as if she would like 
to lift her arms and cover herself, or turn away. 
But she doesn’t. 


‘Elaine Robbins,’ he reads out finally. “What are 
you: out shopping?’ 


Her eyes briefly, nervously, meet his. ‘Yes.’ 


‘Hmmm...Housewife. How old are you, Mrs 
Robbins?’ 


‘Tw-twenty-four.’ 


‘Twenty four? Good Heavens. Why haven’t you 
got a job?’ 


She shifts her feet on the high heels. ‘I...I’m 
not...really qualified. For anything really.’ 


This does not seem to satisfy this rather ag- 
gressive man. ‘Not qualified? But there are 
plenty of jobs where high-grade qualifications 
are not needed. Shop assistant for instance. 
And also...’ he gives a little laugh ‘for a good- 
looking young woman like yourself, why not 
social counselling?’ 


Elaine flushes. The term ‘social counselling’ is 
nowadays used as a euphemism for prostitu- 
tion. And a young woman who is not gainfully 
employed can in certain circumstances be 
directed by the authorities to perform as a pro- 
stitute. It is after all a most useful social func- 
tion, relieving male tension and aggression; 
reducing the incidence of rape. 


The man is staring at Elaine’s ripe tits, at those 
big red nipples. ‘Have you thought of trying that, 
Mrs Robbins? Appointments in the afternoon, 
say, rather than wandering round the streets 
with nothing to do?’ 


Elaine Robbins nervously moistens her lips. 
Where is that bus? ‘l...l’m shopping. I’ve got 
my shopping to do. And...and my housework 
when I’m at home.’ 


The man makes an incredulous sound. ‘Shop- 
ping! Housework! That can’t possibly occupy 
a woman’s whole day, her whole week.’ He is 
standing close and his hand comes up...and 
takes hold of one of the lightly-clad breasts. His 
fingers squeezing. ‘You've probably got a 
boyfriend, Mrs Robbins. That’s what takes up 
most of your day. An illicit liaison. | was only 
listening to something on the radio the other 
day. A survey of that sort of thing. It’s very 
widespread. The authorities are acting, though. 
Extra inspectors.’ 


‘| don’t...| don’t do that...’ she whimpers. The 
hand is still squeezing and jiggling the ripe 
breast but Elaine Robbins does not push it 
away. 


‘| don’t believe you. | think what I'll do is report 
you, Mrs Robbins, number 6940032. | have 
reason to believe that this married woman who 
is not gainfully employed is engaging in illicit 
sexual activity. | therefore recommend that she 
is put on the list of approved female social 


\ 
counsellors.’ 


‘No!’ Elaine gasps. Looking up the street her 
frantic eyes see the bus approaching. At last! 
‘Please...here’s my bus...’ 


‘| don’t care what it is, I’m still talking to you 
so you can’t leave. Don’t think you can get out 
of it like that, young woman.’ 


He takes his hand away from her boob as the 
bus draws up. Elaine gives it a desperate look. 
‘Don’t you dare move,’ the man tells her. A cou- 
ple of people get off...and the bus pulls away. 
Elaine is almost in tears. 


‘Hello George!’ 


It is the man who has got off the bus, turning 
and now recognising the man who has been 
harrassing Elaine. 


‘Arnold!’ 


The newcomer, Arnold, is of a similar age to 
George, another middle-aged man in a suit and 
tie. ‘Who’s your pretty friend?’ he asks. And 
then reads out, as George has done, ‘Elaine 
Robbins eh?’ 


‘| was just questioning her,’ says George. ‘On 
her apparent lack of social conscience. An able- 
bodied young woman not gainfully employed: 
the state can do without parasites. | was sug- 
gesting that the authorities might like to put her 
on the social counselling list.’ 


‘My word! She’d be an attraction, though, 
wouldn’t she? Eh Elaine? You'd have a list of 
clients as long as my arm. And I'd be the first 
on the list. | bet you’re really something on your 
back.’ 


Elaine is blinking away tears now. Two of them 
is just too much. She shakes her head. 
‘Please...| want to go home...’ 


George takes hold of one of the ripe breasts 
again. ‘All in good time, young lady. Arnold and 
myself are not satisifed. We are concerned 
citizens and we are not happy with your 
behaviour. Are we, Arnold?’ 


‘Where’s the Employment Office?’ asks Arnold. 
‘There must be one round here. We could take 
her there. They'll have a room...where we could 
have a private discussion with her.’ 


Elaine squeals ‘NO!’ George tells her to shut 
up. ‘Yes it’s just round the corner. That’s a very 
good idea, Arnold. Excellent. Come along, Mrs 
Robbins.’ 


Elaine looks frantically round but there is 
nothing she can do; no one is going to want to 
listen to any protests she makes. Two well- 


dressed, mature male citizens — and a young 
housewife who in the eyes of the state will be 
considered something of a parasite. She is mar- 
ched along between the two men, each holding 
an arm. George is carrying her shopping bag. 


The man at the desk in the Employment Office 
looks up as they enter. ‘Excuse me,’ George 
says. ‘I wonder if you have a room we might 
use for a little white. We want to have a word 
with this young woman.’ 


The man looks at the three of them and smiles. 
‘Been misbehaving, has she? Yes, | should 
think so.’ Arnold adds, ‘And you wouldn’t by 
any chance have...a cane?’ — 


The man’s smile broadens. ‘Yes | think | could 
find that too. She looks like she could use a 
taste of it. These good-looking ones, _ can 


get very uppity.’ 


Elaine is saying, ‘No...no please...’ but of 
course to no avail. The man shows them to a 
small room which contains a desk and chairs. 
‘This do?’ he asks. George says ‘Lovely.’ The 
official has already found a cane which Arnold 
now has. The door is closed behind them. 


‘NO!’ squeals Elaine again, somewhat 
hysterical now. 


‘Behave yourself,’ George says. “Now get your 
skirt off. And your knickers. This needn’t take 
long if you co-operate.’ 


This is absolutely terrible but there is nothing 
Elaine can do. These dreadful men are going 
to cane her bare bottom — and there is no 
knowing what they’ll do after that. But there is 
nothing she can do, Elaine is helpless. Things 
have got worse recently, there has been this 
campaign in the government-controlled media 
against what the state considers to be idlers. 
In recent weeks it has come to be directed 
especially against unemployed young married 
women — those without children and who are 
not pregnant. The two zeros in Elaine’s number 
indicate that she has no children, and she is 
clearly not pregnant; but this as well is indicated 
in her state number. As soon as a young woman 
is pregnant her number is revised, clear for all 
to see. So these two men, self-styled ‘concern- 
ed citizens’, know the essential facts about 
Elaine. They know that ‘concerned’ as they re 
they’ve got someone — a pretty and shapely 
young woman — whom they can enjoy 
themselves with. 


‘Come on,’ George repeats. ‘Don’t hang about 
or it’ll be a double dose.’ Arnold meanwhile has 
_ taken Elaine’s bag and is rifling through it, look- 
ing for her ID card which will contain further per- 
sonal information: Elaine’s address and phone 
number, details of her husband’s employment, 
etc. In amongst the lipstick and cosmetic items 


and other bits and pieces is a packet of con- 
traceptives. This is not an extraordinary find in 
a young woman’s handbag nowadays because 
women of sexually active age are required by . 
law to carry them, as a health measure. Arnold, 
though, takes out the packet as if he has un- 
covered damning evidence. 


‘How many of these have you used today, Mrs 
Robbins? Since your husband went off to 
work?’ 


‘Two or three at the least | should imagine,’ 
says George. ‘That warrants an extra six of the 
best in my opinion.’ 


Elaine doesn’t respond, she is now in a state 
when things are not registering too well. Except | 
the fact that she is in an awful, awful spot and 
can do nothing about it. She has stepped out 
of the navy skirt and a white waist petticoat. She 
has a white suspender belt fastening her dark 
nylons and brief knickers, white with a pale blue 
flower pattern. These knickers must now of 
course come off as well. 


* * * 


‘You’re late,’ her husband says when finally 
Elaine gets home. ‘Il was beginning to wonder. 
Were you round at your mother’s?’ 


It is six o’clock. Elaine should have been back 
at four, to prepare the supper. Instead... 


‘No...no, | wasn’t at mother’s. | was...’ but 
Elaine gets no further. She bursts into tears. 
The memory of that horrendous time spent in 
the little room in the Employment Office is simp- 
ly too much. She is sobbing uncontrollably in- 
to Kevin’s shirt front. Eventually, though, 
strangled words do come out. Words which 
haltingly talk of what has taken place: at the bus 
stop and then, much worse, in that room. 


Kevin tries to comfort her, but there is nothing 
he can do just as there was nothing Elaine 
could do. He feels sick but there is nothing he 
can do. ‘It’s over at least,’ he tells her. ‘And 
you’d better stay at home...unless you can find 
some sort of job and get reclassified.’ 


Sobs are still. coming at regular intervals. Kevin 
says it is over but is it? Elaine hasn’t told him 
about that threat to get her put on the register 
of social counsellors. Get Elaine listed as a state 
prostitute, that means. If they do that...but there 
is something else to worry about. Tomorrow she 
had better go for a medical check-up. Every 
woman is required by law to have a medical 
after having sexual intercourse without a con- 
traceptive with anyone except her husband. : 
Neither of them, George or Arnold, in spite of 
styling themselves ‘concerned citizens,’ used 
a contraceptive. Elaine hasn’t told Kevin that 
either. 
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HOT AMANDA 


The train rolled through a warm 
and sunny afternoon with to either 
side green fields, a patch of 
woodland here and there, or a few 
deserted looking farm buildings. A 
tranquil English summer, 1995. 
The girl alone in the carriage looks 
out: a pretty girl in a short summer 
jacket and plaid skirt. She is 18, on 


a journey to...? How much fruther? 
she wonders, and glances at her 
wrist watch. It is almost three, 
three quarters of an hour to go. 
And what is he going to be like? Mr 
Baxter. She opens her bag to take 
out the letter — though she has 
read it enough times to know it by 
heart and in any case it is not ex- 
actly informative. 


Dear Miss Greenford, I am so 


pleased to hear that arrangements 
have now been completed and that 
you are coming on Tuesday the 
14th. I shall be at the station for 
the London train which arrives at 
Fintonby at 3.43 p.m. Iam sure 
you are going to meet my re- 
quirements exactly and I am 
greatly looking forward to 
meeting you. I shall of course 
recognise you from __ the 


photograph which the Agency sent. 


meeeeeerh 
Sep e 


eer 


a 
ieee ee PP» 
wie e's 


Once again looking forward to 
Tuesday, I remain, your truly, 
Henry Baxter. 


No it was not at all informative. It 
sounded friendly but could you 
really tell? And that bit about his 
‘requirements’. I am sure you are 
going to meet my requirements ex- 
actly... That could mean anything 
— including various unpleasant 
anythings. She glanced again out of 
the window. A bright blue sky with 
just a few fluffy little white clouds. 
Was it going to be like this with Mr 
Baxter? Bright and sunny, blue 
skies? Because of course he could 
do what he wanted with her, there 
would be no point complaining 
and no one to complain to. She 
shivered, in spite of the humid 
warmth of the carriage. 


Just then the carriage door open- 
ed. A middle-aged man in a tweed 
jacket. He sat down opposite. ‘A 
warm day, young lady.’ 


She gave him a quick half-smile, 
said Yes, and looked down again 
at her book. She had no wish to 
enter into conversation with a 
strange man; but she was conscious 
that he was looking at her. No 
doubt eyeing her knees which 
showed beneath the hem of her 
skirt. She felt the urge to pull it 
down — but that would only draw 
attention to her knees. He was go- 
ing to say something; she could feel 
bE is 


‘Let me guess: a young lady, 18 or 
19 I should say, travelling by 
herself with a suitcase. Could she 
perhaps be going on a domestic ser- 
vice appointment I wonder?’ 


She felt herself blushing. He had 
guessed correctly — but then it 
wasn’t that difficult, not with most 
girls in the 18 to 20 age group now 
having to do National Domestic 
Service. Arrangements were made 
through the National Agency as Mr 
Baxter had made arrangements. 
And then...off she went. 


“Yes Miss?’ 


She glanced up and then down 
again, her ‘Yes’ scarcely audible. 


The man grinned. ‘Correct first 
time, eh? Well he’s a lucky fellow 
whoever’s getting you, a pretty girl 
like you. And a nice shape too I 
should think. What’s your name, 
young lady?’ 
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There was no real choice but to 
answer. ‘Amanda Greenford,’ came 
out in another scarcely audible 
whisper. He was going to be 
unpleasant, she could sense it, and 
there was nothing she could do... 


‘Speak up a bit, Amanda. We 
mustn’t whisper. Is it your first 
assignment?’ 


She said yes. ‘Thought so. You 
look new, not trained yet. I expect 
your gentlemen will want to start 
training you as soon as he gets you. 
Mmmm? Taking your knickers 
down and spanking your bottom I 
expect. Don’t you think?’ 


Yes, as she had feared. An unplea- 
sant man delighting in saying 
unpleasant things. He was going to 
torment me. She shouldn’t have 
told him — except that he probably 
rr | wong oe "| would have guessed anyway and 
(Ep hit Poti | ©» | then he could have got her into 
Day oiigis ch vee by ay j "1 ‘serious trouble if she had told a lie. 

io rad Bt RA | | Frantically she wondered what 
time it was. Could Fintonby come 
in a few minutes? 


‘Actually I could start you off now, 
Amanda. Couldn’t I? Take your 
knickers down right here and give 
you a quick spanking. That would 
be a good start for you, for your 
gentleman. A spanking for not 
speaking up, for whispering when 
a gentleman talks to you, that could 
be the reason, couldn’t it?’ 


Amanda shook her head, scarlet- 
faced. It was possibly a joke, but 
equally possibly not. A glance out 
of the window. Could they please 
arrive in a few minutes time? 
Because if they didn’t...she didn’t 
really think he was joking. 
‘Please...’ she pleaded, in a not 
very loud voice. 


‘You're whispering again. Where 
is it you're going?’ 


She told him, forcing her voice to 
be louder. Please God let them be 
almost there. She was too scared to 
look at her watch. 


‘Fintonby? That’s not for 20 
minutes or so. Plenty of time. Plen- 
ty of time for a nice little spanking. 
So come on, Amanda. Stand 
up...and take your knickers down.’ 


She shook her head. Twenty 
minutes! He couldn’t do this...but 
Amanda knew he could. 
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‘Do you want me to put in a report 
on you, young lady? Being imper- 
tinent? I know a National Domestic 
inspector as it happens. Would you 
like me to get in touch with him?’ 


No she wouldn't. He might be mak- 
ing it up that he knew an inspec- 
tor but she couldn’t risk it. And in 
any case he could send in a report 
about her, make up a story. Aman- 
da felt a bit like weeping. 


‘Come on them.’ A note of impa- 
tience now. ‘Get your knickers 
down.’ 


Amanda got unhappily to her feet. 
She had on the short jacket and her 
knee-length plaid skirt, a white 
blouse underneath. Bare legs and 
sensible low-heeled shoes. Under 
the plaid skirt there were of course 
knickers...which this stranger was 
insisting she take down. You heard 
of this sort of thing, men doing this 
kind of thing. They weren’t allow- 
ed to but in a situation like this, 
with no one else around, there was 
nothing you could do. A complaint 
wouldn’t get you anywhere: the 
authorities would take the view 
that a girl of that age was in need 
of discipline anyway — that after 
all was why there was the National 
Domestic Service nowadays for all 
girls except a fortunate few. An ex- 
tra impromptu spanking — in the 
eyes of the authorities it was 
nothing serious. So if someone 
caught you like this and wanted to 
do it...you had no real choice but 
to submit. 


Amanda’s hands slid up under the 
skirt...and fumbled with her 
knickers. ‘Right down. Round your 
knees.’ His face was redder now, 
greedy looking. ‘Then lift your 
skirt up. Round your waist.’ 


Don’t think about it, Amanda tried 
to tell herself. As she made herself 
do it. The train rolled on through 
the sunny green fields with their 
content-looking cows — while in 
the hot little carriage the pretty girl 
stands with the white knickers 
round her knees and her skirt held 
high. The red-faced man gives a 
short laugh. ‘Pretty pussy, eh 
Amanda? You've got a very pretty 
pussy, haven’t you?’ 


His hand comes out and cups the 
brown bush. The pretty girl is stan- 
ding still, not jerking away. 
Trembling all over but not jerking 
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away, not pushing away the hand. 
The hand fondles. 


‘Like this, do you, my dear?’ 


And then she is over his lap. Face 
down across the trousered thighs. 
The alien male hand is on the hot 
bare flesh of her bottom. FondlI- 
ing...and then cracking stingingly 
down. 


She can still feel that hand when a 
quarter of an hour later on the plat- 
form at the quiet little town of Fin- 
tonby a man steps forward and 
greets her. It is Mr Baxter but 
Amanda still can’t think straight. 
She can still feel that hand splatting 
hard down on her unprotected bot- 
tom and in her head everything is 
still rolling about as if she is in some 
sort of dream. Amanda manages a 
greeting. Yes it is Mr Baxter and she 
must try to show herself at her 
best, first impressions are of great 
importance, but she can’t, she is 
still in that carriage with that other 
man. Over his lap with her knickers 
down. The dreadful spanking go- 
ing on and on. Spanking and fondlI- 
ing. The hand on her bare bot- 
tom...and between her legs... 


‘How was your trip, my dear?’ 


Amanda is afraid she won’t be able 
to answer but words falteringly 
come out. She must forget the man 
on the train. It is Mr Baxter who 
matters now. Mr Baxter of course 
can spank her bottom all afternoon 
and evening if he wants to. Then 
Start again first thing in the morn- 
ing. And not just spanking, he can 
use a cane. Perhaps he has a cane 
waiting for her at his house... 


Mr Baxter takes her case and they 
walk out to his car. The sun is still 
burning high in a blue sky — as it 
was throughout that awful business 
on the train. The car is in the shade, 
but it is still hot and stuffy inside. 
In the car Mr Baxter smiles. ‘Well 
let’s have a proper look at you 
then.’ He has grey hair but is not 
too old looking. he doesn’t look 
too awful, too frightening. The 
man on the train looked unpleasant 
from the start...but she mustn’t 
think about him. It is only Mr Bax- 
ter who counts him...for the long 
weeks ahead. He is still smil- 
ing...and unbuttoning her jacket. 


‘Yes, let’s have a look at pretty 
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Amanda.’ Pulling her coat open to 
expose the demure white blouse. 
Amanda’s nice-sized boobs are 
swelling out the front: twin round- 
ed bulges, not overly bit but a good 
size nonetheless. ‘Nice,’ Mr Baxter 
pronounces. And rubs his hand 
over them. ‘Very nice.’ 


The hand feels for a nipple and pin- 
ches it. Then the other one. ‘Very 
nice,’ he says again. His left hand 
takes hold of the hem of her skirt 
and lifts it up. Amanda’s bare thighs 
are exposed, with the white 
knickers up above which on the 
train the stranger has so shocking- 
ly made her take down. Mr Baxter’s 
right hand is now stroking the 
silky-smooth thighs. 


“Yes, my dear, I can see you’ re go- 
ing to suit me admirably.’ Letting 
go of her skirt and thighs Mr Bax- 
ter leans across. ‘Give me a kiss, 
dear.’ Amanda gasps as Mr Baxter 
kisses her. A sexy kiss with his 
tongue thrusting deep into her 
mouth. 


At last he is ready to drive off. The 
sexy kiss and Mr Baxter’s hands 
roaming over her have sent Aman- 
da’s head in a whirl again, sent her 
pulse pounding. What are those 
‘requirements’ that were mention- 
ed in his letter? Tentatively she 
straightens her skirt, and her jacket. 
There are other things Mr Baxter 
can want. Things other than spank- 
ing and caning. Things Amanda 
would rather not think about. 


He does want to spank Amanda 
though. Almost as soon as they are 
in the house. It is a pleasant but or- 
dinary looking semi in an 
unremarkable street: you don’t 
have to be grand or wealthy to 
have a girl on the National 
Domestic Service, any law-abiding 
householder can apply for one. 
There is also a government grant 
which is paid, for her keep and to 
cover the (minimal) wages she will 
be paid. because after all taking a 
girl and training her is a service to 
the state, to the community. 


In Mr Baxter’s sitting room: that is 
where this first spanking takes 
place. Right away, virtually as soon 
as they are inside the house, with 
Amanda having been briefly shown 
her room and the bathroom etc. Mr 
Baxter has taken Amanda’s coat 
and now he tells her to take off her 
skirt and blouse. He is going to 
spank her, he says. ‘A girl needs a 


spanking right away. So she knows 
what's what. Have you been spank- 
ed before, Amanda?’ 


Amanda has of course and not 
much more than half an hour ago. 
Red-faced she shakes her head. She 
certainly doesn’t want to mention 
what happened on the train. For 
one thing Mr Baxter could possibly 
blame her for letting it happen. She 
had no choice of course but that 
might not stop him blaming her. 
She is doing what she has been told 
to do. Her blouse and the skirt. Mr 


Baxter is sitting in his armchair, his 
eyes appraisingly on her. She 
doesn’t want to look at him, to 
meet his eyes, but the eyes aren't 
greedy looking like the man on the 
train. If she had to choose between 
the two...well she certainly 
wouldn't choose that other dread- 
ful man. Although she would 
rather not... 


Not that she has any choice. In just 
her bra and knickers Mr Baxter 
takes Amanda’s arm and pulls her 
down. Across his lap. Amanda’s 


ripe bottom has knickers on but 
almost immediately Mr Baxter is 
tugging them down. Amanda feels 
a surge of extra panic...at the 
thought that Mr Baxter will 
perhaps be able to see that she has 
just been spanked, her bottom 
must still be red and glowing. She 
awaits with bated breath for some 
comment...but there is none. On- 
ly Mr Baxter saying. ‘What a love- 
ly bottom, Amanda.’ As his hand 
caresses the flesh that certainly still 
feels red hot. 


Caressing...and then spanking. It is 
just like on the train. The hand 
splatting down. Amanda gasps 
out...but perhaps it is not quite so 
hard as the other awful man... 


By the time she has had half a 
dozen, though, that thought seems 
premature. Mr Baxter’s hand is 
coming hard down, forcing grun- 
ting gasps from Amanda's lips, 
causing her rear to roll and jerk in 
desperation. Yes, it is quite as bad. 
And it is going on and on... 


* * * 


It is still light, still a blue sky 
although getting towards dusk 
now. Inside the neat little semi 
Amanda and Mr Baxter are in his 
sitting room again. They have had 
tea and Amanda has also had a 
bath. Her blouse has been chang- 
ed for a white knitted top that Mr 
Baxter when he watched her take 
her things out of her case said he 
liked the look of. With this top 
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Amanda still has her plaid skirt but 
it looks different. It is shorter, the 
hem now some six inches above 
her knees. She has shortened it 
herself, on Mr Baxter’s 
instructions. 


Amanda and Mr Baxter have been 
playing a card game on the floor. 
Amanda is not sure she understands 
the game because she keeps losing. 
Perhaps it is partly because she 
can’t really concentrate, not with 
so much happening — and also no 
doubt still to happen. The man on 
the train and now Mr Baxter. What 
has happened — and what possibly 
is to happen. What has happened 
is of course being spanked, and also 
something else: in the bathroom 
when she had her bath. Mr Baxter 
told Amanda to take a bath, no 
doubt she would be hot and sticky 
from the train journey. He said 
when she was finished to call him; 
he would bring a towel to dry her 
off. Mr Baxter did: a big fluffy 
towel that he rubbed her dry with. 


But he didn’t only do that. While 
he was rubbing Amanda dry he was 
doing something else. Something 
else that he continued doing after 
she was clearly dry and in any case 
Mr Baxter now not making any 
pretence, letting the towel fall to 
the floor. Mr Baxter’s hand where 
the other man’s hand had been on 
the train. But even more insistant, 
more unequivocal. Amanda, stan- 
ding up against the bathroom wall 
with Mr Baxter’s hand between her 
legs, couldn’t finally help herself. 
Couldn’t finally help herself 
coming. 


So there is the hot memory of that 
to go with everything else that is 
going round and round in her head. 
Perhaps it is no wonder she can’t 
concentrate on Mr Baxter’s game 
and keeps losing. He has already a 
couple of times since they began 
taking Amanda over his lap and 
pulled her knickers down and 
spanked her bottom. This is the 
penalty for losing, he says. Good- 


naturedly — but the spankings hurt 
just the same. These spankings 
have added their little bit to 
everything else in Amanda’s head 
— but there is still room there to 
think of something else. 


Something else that she things, 
fears, is going to happen. Shortly 
now. When it is bedtime, she 
thinks. It is such a big thing, this 
possibility, that she can’t bear to 
think about it...but in fact she is 
thinking about it more or less all 
the time. 


They play another round of the 
game and Amanda loses once 
more. Mr Baxter shakes his head. 


“You’re not improving, Amanda. 
Are you?’ He smiles. ‘OK, we'll call 
it a day. You can go up now. Get 
into bed.’ 


Get into bed. In the nude of course. 
Because Mr Baxter has taken away 
Amanda’s pyjamas, saying he 
doesn’t want her wearing anything 
in bed. So she must get into bed in 
the nude. And then... 


Amanda looks tremulously at the 
door. Mr Baxter is going to come 
in. She knows he is. And it won't 
just be a spanking. There may well 
be a spanking of course but that 
won't be all. Mr Baxter is going to 
want to do something else. 


Her thoughts going back to that 
awful business in the bathroom. Mr 
Baxter doing that to her. And she 
couldn’t help responding. “You lik- 
ed that, didn’t you?’ he said after- 
wards. Amanda hadn’t like it. It 
was awful. But she couldn’t help 
herself. Shaking her head, her face 
scarlet. ‘Yes you did,’ Mr Baxter 
said. ‘I can see I’ve got a really hot 
Amanda. Haven’t I?’ 


Now she was nude in this little bed. 
Mr Baxter was going to come in. 
To spank her first maybe. But 
then...She knew what it would be 
then. 
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Susan sat up, cross-legged on her 
sleeping-bag. ‘Alright. We're 
trespassing. So what? What can old 
Farmer Giles do about it?’ Her 
friend and travelling companion 
was lying along the length of her 
own sleeping-bag, reading a paper- 
back. ‘Well, first of all, his name 
might not be Giles, and he might 
not be old. Secondly, I would im- 
agine there was quite a lot he could 
do.’ j 


Susan lifted back the tent-flap and 
looked about her. The field was 
long and gently sloping down to a 
stream. A country lane skirted it on 
two sides. They were a long way 
from the nearest main road or 
village. She looked back at Sally 
and caught sight of her friend’s 
book. ‘Hey. Say we were writing 
a novel, or something. About these 
two girls who went camping 
together; and deliberately trespass- 
ed in a farmer’s field?’ Sally clos- 
ed her book, marking the place 
with a slip of writing paper. She en- 
joyed Susan’s company; especially 
when Susan was in one of her fan- 
tasising moods. She turned onto 
her side. ‘Well. We know we 
shouldn’t be here. It said so on the 
gate.’ She too, peered out of the 
tent for a moment. ‘And talking of 
gates, you left it open.’ Susan giggl- 
ed. ‘Another misdemeanour! The 
plot thickens!’ Sally continued her 
own line of thought. ‘So we know 
these two girls in our story have 
done wrong; and the farmer is 
bound to turn up sooner or later. 
Now, all we need to decide is what 
happens when he does finally catch 
these girls?’ 


They lay back in silence for a 
while, each following silently, their 
own thoughts and fantasies, pro- 
mpted by the scenario which Sal- 
ly had described. ‘He could just 
order them off. Threaten to tell the 
police. That sort of thing?’ Her 
friend disagreed. ‘Some story! No. 
If I was writing a novel, I'd spice 
it up a bit.’ Susan closed her eyes. 
‘So tell me how you’d add your 
spice.’ Her hand slipped casually 
down to the waistband of her 
shorts which she _ quietly 
unbuttoned. 


Sally took a deep breath. Her eyes 
were also closed. ‘Well. I don’t 
think those girls would be par- 
ticularly worried by a threat of the 
police. Nothing would happen. Just 
a case of commong trespass. But 
what if the farmer decided on 
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something which really would hit 
the girls; really make them wish 
they'd never set yes on his field?’ 
Her friend quietly slipped the zip 
of her shorts right down and ran 
her slender fingers along her skin, 
beneath her knickers. ‘Do you 
mean...violence?’ Sally paused for 
a while, perhaps running several 
possible scenarios through her 
mind’s eye. ‘No...He would need 
to hold some other threat over the 
girls. Something which would 
make sure they stayed to take their 
medicine...’ 


Susan was becoming more than a 
little aroused by her friend’s choice 
of words. ‘Sounds as if our two 
friends really have something com- 
ing to them...but what? After all, 
it’s not as if they’re just kids who 
could be given a good hiding and 
sent home?’ There was another 
period of silence. Sally noticed that 
the dusk was falling fast. There was 
now a slight chill in the air. She 


ANTICIPATION 
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rolled across the small tent, closer 
to her friend. ‘But perhaps that’s 
just what these two girls of ours 
need? Imagine a big strong farmer 
type telling them they were behav- 
ing like kids; and deciding to deal 
with them just like he’d deal with 
his own kids?’ 


Susan was already imagining. ‘Did 
you Dad ever tan you?’ Sally nodd- 
ed. ‘Too right, he did. Put me 
across his knee and slapped my 
poor bum. Still, I deserved it, I sup- 
pose.’ It was Susan’s turn to con- 
fess. ‘My Dad never touched me; 
but Uncle Len did. Only slapped 
me sort of mildly, across my 
knickers; but it hurt, though.’ 


Sally was suddenly aware of her 
friend kneeling above her. ‘Turn 
over.’ She saw a sparkle in Susan’s 
eyes, and then she did as she had 
asked. Lying flat on her tummy, her 
head resting in the folds of her 
arms, she listened. ‘I wonder 


whether it would still hurt? I mean, 
if your Uncle Len smacked you 
now? After all, you're not a little 
kid any more, are you?’ As if to 
prove the point, she gently slipped 
her friend’s shorts and knickers 
down just a few inches. She strok- 
ed her friend’s firm bare bottom 
cheeks with the palm of one hand. 
‘You know, I’ve often 
wondered...’ She hesitated. Sally 
twisted round to look at her. 
‘You've often wondered what?’ 
Her friend still hesitated, but even- 
tually the intimacy of the surroun- 
dings and the conversation en- 
couraged her to speak out. She talk- 
ed softly and slowly. ‘If a man was 
to put you...or me...across his 
knee...’ She paused. *...If he did 
what my Dad used to do, you 
know, take my knickers down 
before he smacked me...I wonder 
what he'd see...’ She took another 
deep breath. ‘I mean, just how...in- 
timate...is it, lying like that? Do you 
think he would see our...’ This 
time, Susan’s nerve failed her. Even 
with her cloest friend, her shyness 
prevented her from finishing the 
sentence. Sally turned over, lifted 
her arms and wrapped them 
around her friend’s shoulders, pull- 
ing her down until they were lying 
together. ‘Why don’t we find out?’ 
Both girls felt a little shock-wave 
of nervy excitement run through 
their bodies. 


Susan pushed her friend away, 
gently. ‘Let’s get ready for bed, 
first, shall we?’ She knelt up, and 
crawled to the opening of the small 
low ridge tent. ‘And how about 
some of this wine as well?’ Outside 
the tent, between the inner canvas 
and the flysheet, they had left a 
bottle of white wine to cool in a 
bucket of cold water. Sally follow- 
ed her. ‘Alright. Undressed first, 
then the wine, and then...’ Susan 
tossed the bottle-opener to her. 
‘You can always get the corks out 
better than me...’ 


Barely twenty minutes had passed. 
Susan and Sally were once again ly- 
ing on their sleeping bags. Sally was 
dressed in a tee-shirt and knickkers; 
Susan in a simple long blouse, but- 
toned up the front. Both held a 
wine-glass filled to the brim. Each 
was wondering who would be the 
first to suggest a return to their 
earlier conversation. Susan sat up, 
and touched her friend’s shoulder. 
‘Come here.’ She patted her bare 
thigh. Her friend slipped gently 
across her lap, face down. She felt 


Susan’s hand, cold to the touch 
because of the coolness of the 
wine-glass she had been holding. 
She felt her hand slowly fold up her 
tee-shirt and she sensed a little 
band of coolness where the flesh 
above her knickers were exposed 
to the fresh air. She knew that her 
friend would touch her knickers 
next. The anticipation gave her 
another tinge of excitement. She 
waited. Perhaps Susan was just 
looking at her; her knickered bot- 
tom, lying so close, and so 
vulnerable. But then she felt 
Susan's fingers inserted beneath the 
taut waistband, and her knickers 
were being tugged down, slowly, 
an inch or so at a time, until they 
rested in a narrow band at the very 
top of her thighs. Susan rested her 
palm once again across Sally’s bare 
upturned bottom cheeks. ‘Can’t see 
anything yet.’ Susan whispered. 
Sally found herself co-operating 
with her friend as Susan edged her 
knickers right down, over her 
knees, down to her ankles, right off 
over her toes. ‘Bend right over, 
love.’ Sally wriggled in response. 
‘Yes. I can see everything, darling.’ 
Susan’s words seemed breathy and 
quietly forced. ‘...Everything, 
lOve:..: 


Sally’s excitement had caused her 
to become tense, but as her friend 
continued to stroke her bottom, 
she felt herself relaxing. Very slow- 
ly, she allowed her long straight 
legs to move apart, and she 
wondered whether Susan had 
noticed. She felt Susan’s hand 
resting on her thigh, and moving 
upwards, and inwards, just slight- 
ly, right up until it nestled intimte- 
ly, just where Sally was feeling 
very, very warm. She whispered to 
her friend. ‘Susan. I want to 
know...if it still...if it still hurts? 
Will you...smack...me...?’? For a 
moment, she thought Susan would 
laugh at her, or push her away, or 
simply tell her to grow up or 
something; but then Susan leaned 
forward so that her lips were close 
to Sally’s ear. ‘Alright. But what if 
it does really hurt?’ Sally thought 
about it for just a few seconds. 
‘Doesn't matter, honestly. Just 
smack me; hard as_ you 
like...please...’ The last word came 
as a desperate appeal. Susan 
responded. She held her friend, 
quite tightly, wrapping her left 
hand and arm around Sally’s bare 
waist, puling her body slightly 
closer; and then she raised her right 
hand, slightly curving it, allowing 


it to hover in the air for a second 
as she absorbed the sight of Sally’s 
bare creamy-pale bottom. And then 
she smacked that bottom, enjoying 
the sound and the feel of her palm 
slapping against her friend’s amp- 
ly firm bottom. She also felt her 
friend jerk forward across her knee 
just slightly. ‘Are you alright?’ Sal- 
ly assured her she was. ‘Come on, 
please. Don’t stop, please...show 
me what it’s like, please...’ Susan 
could see a patch of soft pink 
which had appeared like a rash 
over the curviest part of Sally’s 
beautiful bare bottom. ‘It might 
hurt, love...’ Again, she bent for- 
ward to whisper to her friend, lov- 
ingly. “Please.... There was no 
chance of misunderstanding the 
urgency of Sally’s request. Susan 
held her again, loving the warmth 
of her friend’s body; and she slap- 
ped her again, and again, right 
across the barest fleshiest most 
vulnerable upturned curves of Sal- 
ly’s naked bottom. Her friend 
began to gasp as the slaps became 
firm and began to sting; and she 
kicked out, against the canvas end 
of the little tent. 


No words were exchanged when 
Susan finally relaxed her grip on 
her friend’s prostrate body. Sally, 
her face flushed with excitement, 
scrambled to her knees, her large 
tee-shirt falling back to hide her 
bottom. She knelt in front of her 
friend, took hold of her blouse and 
swiftly unbuttoned it, almost rip- 
ping the buttons from the thin 
fabric in her haste. Susan’s firm 
round breasts bobbed freely into 
view. Sally took her by the arm, 
and laid her down, face up on her 
sleeping bag. She reached out for 
one of the wine-glasses which had 
been placed at the edge of the tent, 
and touched the rim of the glass 
against Susan’s firm dark nipple. 
She tilted the glass until the white 
wine spilled out and washed down 
over the firm mound of Susan’s 
breast. Sally leaned forward. ‘Oh 
dear’ she whispered. “Let me take 
that wine from you...’ Her firm lips 
and darting eager tongue pressed 
down against her friend’s breasts. 
Susan lay back, her eyes closed, 
one arm casually curved about Sal- 
ly’s neck. 


It was quite some time later that 
both girls were back on their 
respective sleeping bags. Sally was 
still minus her knickers, and Susan 
hadn’t bothered to retrieve her 
blouse from the corner of the tent. 


‘I suppose old Farmer Giles could 
embarrass our two friends even 
more, if he wanted to?’ It was Sal- 
ly who suggested the fantasy. Susan 
was only too pleased to be pro- 
mpted. ‘Well, what would you do 
to a big grown-up girl, to make her 
feel like a kid again?’ Susan 
deliberately led her friend, know- 
ing that Sally wanted to tell her. 
‘I’d...I'd make her touch her toes, 
right in the middle of the field.’ 
The experience of the last hour or 
so had given Sally a new freedom 
of expression. “Yes. I would tell her 
to take her knickers off. Tell them 
both to take their knickers 
off...And then I’d make them touch 
their toes, before 1 tanned 
them...good and proper...’ Sally 
prayed that her friend would 
prompt her again. Susan, so shrewd 
in her understanding of her close 
friend, obliged to perfection. 
‘But...Perhaps these two 
girls...perhaps a simple smack 
across their bottoms wouldn’t be 
enough...After all, I smacked you 
pretty hard but it hardly hurt, did 
it?’ Sally had to agree. It had stung; 
each slap; but it had hardly hurt. 
In her excitement, she probably 
couldn’t have discriminated real 
pain anyway. 


‘yes. Perhaps the farmer would 
bring something with him...a slip- 
per, or something...’ Susan smiled 
to herself. ‘One look at that big fat 
round backside of yours, love, and 
I would suggest a nice thin bendy 
cane...’ Sally wondered how her 
friend knew about canes, but she 
didn’t ask. She was too occupied, 
imagining what it would be like; 
touching her toes, in the middle of 
an empty field, wiith her knickers 
taken down; and this man apply- 
ing his cane to her bare bottom. 
“‘You-d have to \ give. them 
something to remember, wouldn’t 
you; in case they thought they’d 
trespass again? I mean, it would 
have to...hurt, wouldn’t it.’ They 
shared the silence of their cosy lit- 
tle tent, and each dreamt their own 
erotic thoughts. Gradually, the 
wine and the fresh air gently sooth- 
ed them into sleep. 


At just after six, John Mason 
entered his top meadow. It had 
taken him over an hour to round 
up the twenty-six sheep, just 
because the gate had been left 
open. He walked across to the low 
ridge tent pitched in the centre of 
his private property. In his hand he 
clutched a thin cane. 
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Dear Sir, 


I am not surprised that there has 
been an increase in sexual activity 
now being introduced into the 
stories appearing in Blushes. I have 
noticed over the last twelve 
months, a general attitude in the 
readers letters, FEEDBACK, a 
strong element requesting such ac- 
tion to include a_ sexual 
inconnotation. 


I’m not for or against the inclusion 
of sex, pure sex that is, but I take 
the point of one of your cor- 
respondents when he suggested that 
with a beautiful girl, completely 
undressed and in a state of accep- 
ting a punishment on her bottom, 
the very fact that she is posed with 
bent bottom, bending and in most 
cases exposing herself from the 
rear, there was bound to be a deep 
arousal in the man himself. No 
matter how angry she might have 
made him, no matter that when he 
ordered her into such a posture, the 
very sght of an attractive woman, 
not only posing in a state of un- 
dress, but also revealing that very 
area where ‘it all happens’ is bound 
to arouse a sensation of sexuality. 
Only the very old or infirm are able 


- to resist such temptation. 


I find myself wondering how the 
female of the species feels about 
this! There she is, undressed, bum 
feeling the fire of hell after being 
spanked, caned or tawsed, and the 
man who has brought her to such 
grief then insisting that she accepts 
a sexual interval. 


My own experience was with a 
young woman with whom I had no 
intention ‘whatsoever of having sex. 
She was just twenty three years of 
ge and had managed to keep the 
boys and young men at bay. She 
was, no less, a prick teaser and en- 
joyed the activities of any man of 
her choice, but then conducted 
herself in such a manner that it was 
only a prick teasing session which 
left her suitors in a state of real 
frustration. I had by good fortune 
to ‘trap’ her, and I use the word 
very broadly so that I became the 
teaser and she became the begging 
part of the contract. 


Space is expensive in the printing 
world, so I will not bore you will 
all the tiresome details but suffice 
to say, that this temptress was soon 
to become very much the pleading 
woman who was prepared to give 
‘anything’ rather than exposure of 
her wickedness. At first, I pretend- 
ed to have nothing to do with it. 
There was only one solution to the 
problem and that was to expose her 
naughtiness to her colleagues and 
friends. 


The more I refused to accept her 
alternatives, the more emphatic she 
became in her pleading attitude for 
retribution at my hands. It grew 
better and better by the second so 
that in the end when she was of- 
fering ‘just anything and 
everything,’ she really did mean it. 
She would be grateful for me 
‘please to keep the matter between 
ourselves and she would be 
prepared to show me just how 
much she was prepared to accept 
whatever I might decide to do in 
the matter.’ 


I pretended to consider the whole 
business in a grave mind and each 
time as though to express my un- 
willingness, she simply added 
more and more pleading and offer- 
ing to her eagerness to have this 
matter hushed up. 


I know that I was playing the rules 
of this game correctly because in 
the end, I told her a reluctant 
‘alright’. She was abjectfully 
grateful, even though I had warn- 
ed her that I would expect contrite 
actions from her and that I intend- 
ed to physically punish her on her 
bare bottom. She seemed to think 
that this was only right and proper 
and agreed with an almost fanatical 
acceptance to convince me that I 
would ,not find her at all 
unco-operative. 


I gave her meticulous instructions 
on how I wanted her dressed and 
prepared for the occasion of her 
disciplinary correction. She nodded 
and she even thanked me when she 
left my company that afternoon. 
For my part, I must say that I felt 
a distinct sense of pleasure that this 
wretched, good looking young 
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woman was about to get her just 
deserts. 


I do not have a large house, but I 
certainly have a secluded dwelling 
on the outskirts of Oslo, which 
serves me perfectly as a bachelor 
home. She arrived punctually and 
this at least showed me just how 
worried she was at the idea that she 
might displease me in any way. She 
was perfectly attired when she ar- 
rived and I directed her to the 
bedroom to prepare for the even- 
ing’s ‘entertainment’. When she 
emerged from that bedroom, she 
was properly outlined in a tight fit- 
ting body stocking suit. Every con- 
tour of her torso was easily outlin- 
ed in the tightness of the black 
material, and with her true blonde 
hair, this was a perfect matching 
exhibition of her attractive figure. 
Even her upthrust breasts had the 
nipples already thrusting and I 
could see the stalky pips of her. 
breasts as they pushed against the 
tight garment. 


The long, perfectly tapering thighs 
were fully encased and the bulbous 
hump of her Mons was like a small 
light bulb as that too was more 
revealed by the tautness of the 
Stretching suiting. She walked 
towards me rather like a ballerina 
than a woman who I worked with. 
I let her walk round the only large 
room I have and the cheeks of the 


bottom that would soon be respon- 


ding to the strap was properly 
revealed as the suiting dipped into 
the clefted cheeks of her shapely 
bottom. But there was also the 
outline of her tight brief panties but 
one had to know she was wearing 
them to critically seek them out. 


When I called her to come to me, 
her face was very red and showed 
the signs of her inner shame that 
the time had come that she had so 
earnestly begged for. I insisted that 
she stand perfectly erect and place 
her hands behind her back and then 
to ensure that her breasts thrust 
properly and attractively. She must | 
have felt like a demented soul 
because for the first time in her life 
she was being made to behave obe- 
diently and without having any 
defence for herself. I let her stand 


like that whilst I enjoyed the 
freedom of her brests and her 
blushing features was sufficient 
reward for me to know that I was 
getting through to her. I purpose- 
ly let my hand wander down to the 
open thigh area and I could feelt 
he soft lips of her much prized sex. 
Her breathing was also affected as 
I deliberately played with her body 
in such a sensuous spot. When I 
told her to turn round, I think she 
did so reluctantly because my 
fondling of her sex area had started 
to turn her into a state that wanted 
more and more of it. 


I warned her sternly to keep the 
rounded cheeks of her bottom soft- 
ly poised and believe me she had 
a most attractive bottom. I let her 
know that I was able to feel the soft 
nates freely and then I saw the zip- 
per line. Warning her again to re- 
main absolutely still I pulled the 
securing zip from the base of her 
neck all the way down to the up- 
per slopes of her bum. She had a 
marvellously smooth skin. A 
smoothness that I had not en- 


countered on any woman before. — 


I let my hands explore the now 
naked back before pulling the up- 
per part of the tight cat suit down 
her arms. I was mildly surprised 
that she offered no sound of pro- 
test. Not even a mew of pleading. 
It was as though.she realised that 
she had donw rong and had sur- 
rendered to the inevitable justifica- 
tion that was to follow. When I did 
ease the garment down her slender 
arms, she simply stood like a 
woman in disgrace. The whole of 
the upper cat suit was now-form- 
ing a bridge of cloth round her 
waist, and I must emphasise that 
she was certainly wasp waisted. 
Only the swell of her magnificent 
hips prevented the garment from 
slipping down her thighs. But the 
insistent thrusting of my hands 
soon overcame the 
obstacles...down and down further 
until that black cat suit lay round 
her ankles and the shapely young 
teasing goddess was adorned only 
in very brief white panties. The 
lower cheeks of her bottom seem- 
ed to be enhanced by the tight hug- 
ging panties and she dumly waited 
whilst I removed the suiting com- 
pletely. I spun her round by the 
shoulders so that her shame and 
degredation became a manifest ex- 
pression on her face. Her proud tit- 
tie pushed beautifully out towards 


me. Her face still showed the 
anguish, the shame and the surprise 
of the situation in which she now 
found herself. I was surprised to 
see how the nipples really did push 
from the small aureoles and all they 
were portraying was the inner sex- 
ual excitement of her delight at be- 
ing in such a situation. 


I was annoyed that she dare show 
herself to be so excited and I held 
her sex-swollen breasts in my 
hands to fondle them to help her 
realise that she was in no position 
to use her body to dissuade me 
from the course that I had embark- 
ed on. I sensed and even saw how 
she ased her shoulders back so that 
the attractive orbs of her titties real- 
ly did manifest themselves in 
perfect contours, excited and 
aching for further fondling. The 
nipples were the hardest pair of 
hardened gristle knobs that I have 
ever tested. I teased them, I squeez- 
ed them and up to this point she had 
remained silently acceptable to 
everything that I had done to her. 
Now she let her whole system res- 
pond to what her body was feeling. 
She moaned. It was a sound of a 
demented young woman; ii was a 
pleading sound of further playing; 
she wanted more and more and her 
body writhed just very slightly as 
my fingers and hands enjoyed the 
fullness of her surrender to what 
was happening to her. Although 
her face registered a natural shame, 
her body responded otherwise. 


I told her to remove the panties 
herself and stood back to enjoy the 
full spectacle of her complete 
capitulation to being mastered for 
a change. I watched and had to 
silently compliment her for her 
stoicism. She slipped the panties 
from her attractive body and then 
stood upright, and I sensed there 
was something proud about the 
manner in which she held her tor- 
so although there could be no doubt 
at all about the shame that showed 
in her face. Naked, she was truly 
a goddess, and I tried, not to show 
my Own surprise at the depilated 
pubic area. Not one hair did she 
have on her Mons Veneris!! The 
full ball was smooth and there was 
no sign that she had shaven that 
spot. But the peach of her sex was 
revealed as a slotted ball and I was 
able to study that ball as freely as 
I wshed. I told her to place her foot 
on a chair which I had set to one 
side of her body. The deep chan- 


nel of her sex area was complete- 
ly revealed to me now as hapless- 
ly, she stood as I had directed. The 
full exposure of her soft deep slot- 
ted labia was exhibited to my eyes. 
I touched her there to let her 
helplessness be emphasised and she 
offered not the slightests sound of 


complaint or objection. She was - 


delightfully warm and damp as I let 
her once again realise her hopeless 
situation. 


Then I removed her foot and sat 
down myself. When I told her to 


- get across my knees, she seemed 


to go into that posture with a sense 
of gratitude! Her bared bottom was 
something to see as she stretched 
her torso as a woman should who 
is expecting to be punished. The 
dimpled cheeks of her bottom re- 
mained absolutely relaxed and soft 
as I freely explored the two moons 
of her nates. It was a situation that 
I was going to utilise to the full and 
I was in no hurry to start the 
castigation I intended to subject that 
shapely bottom to. Her breathing 
was getting a sighing sound that 
echoed round the room. I enjoyed 
watching the various shapes that I 
was able to make her soft balled 
backside respond to as I felt, 
caressed and squeezed with leisure- 
ly attention. 


When I lifted my hand reluctantly 
from the delightful pastime, I saw 
how she clenched the nates 
together but this only added to my 
own pleasure because I knew that 
when a bottom is stinging, the lux- 
ury of controi to keep the secret 
areas hidden all vanish, and this is 
even more so when the flash heat 
of a descending palm erases all 
thoughts of dignity to retaint he 
view of a soft lipped sex- from the 
seeking eyes of the man who is 
bringing that palm down. 


I started in a slow, soft downward 
pattern of smacks to each of the 
rounded buttocks, and she may 
have thought that was as hard as 
I intended to spank her. She was 
greatly mistaken! As_ the soft 
creamy skin transformed to a light 


_ redness, I increased the strength 


until there was a decided change of 
colour spreading quickly from the 
top of those cheeks down to the 
very under curve. Her thighs 
started to move as I knew they 
surely would! First it was a trem- 
ble as though she was undecided 
whether to thrust them or to just 
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fidget slightly. I gave her added 
spanks on the same spot now to 
enhance the raging heat. Her thighs 
then reacted without the message 
from her brain. They kicked then 
jerked. Up and down and then open 
and closed; until they were perfor- 
ming a perfect dance of exposure 
each time my hand landed on the 
writhing cheeks of her bum. Not 
only up and down now but open- 
ing and closing in rythm to the pain 
inducing spanking her delightful 
behind was getting. 


It was quite a long time before she 
gave any sound to reflect the sting 
erupting all over her writhing bot- 
tom. Once she started to yelp, she 
could not stop. 


‘Ow...please...my bottom...it 
hurts...please, oh please...no 
more,’ she cried and I was hard put 
to it now to really hold her in place. 
When I ceased, my palm experien- 
cing the sheerest pain itself, she 
dropped to the floor and I was able 


to witness a most surprising dance ~ 


of her lower torso as her hands 
rubbed furiously to attempt to 
eradicate the horror that developed 


‘ her behind. She was soon on her 


feet and her magnificent breasts 
were performing a dance of their 
own, as her hands fussed the 
cheeks of her hot backside. Her 
eyes did not leave me as I selected 
the switch cane that I had bought 
especially for the purpose of bring- 
ing this haughty young woman to 
her senses. | 


I had expected to hear her pleading 
and making a general fuss when I 
pointed to the table and told her to 


lay on her back. I was most sur- 


prised and even amazed when 
dolefully, she did exactly as I had 
told her. Then I directed her to pull 
her knees up to her chest and to 


grip them with her own arms. Even — 


this she did in a quiet even sur- 
rendering manner. I now had a 
view of this shapely woman that 
many men would envy. The full 
sweep of her thighs all the way up 
to her shapely bottom with the soft 


_ crack of her excited sex fully 


displayed. 


She winced when she saw me raise 
the switch-cane, and her mouth 
warbled as I brought it down across 
the tomato red buttocks. She retain- 
ed that grip for six hard strokes and 
then she was wriggling off the table 
of her own accord. To see those 


buttocks writhing round and round 
the room as though I had ignited 
a fuse that inovated a rocket into 
her. I watched as her body now 
really did writhe about and her 
hands clutched and unclutched the 
cheeks of her striped bottom. I had 
expected more protest when I 
sternly told her to come back to 
me. Reluctance was obvious when 
she slowly came to where I stood. 
Not a tear on her face! She was in 
a state of real subservience because 
I now insisted on her adopting the 
full ‘naughty-girl’ posture of stan- 
ding still with her hands on top of 
her head and her elbows pulled 
tautly back so that her breasts with 
the full erect nipples lifted for my 
digital examination. 


I was not surprised as I might have 
been when I discovered just how 


_ heavy with a sexual emotion her 


breasts had become. It was as 
though the pain itself on her bot- 
tom had also engendered a state of 
ripe randiness within her body! 


The beating of her bottom had 
reduced her to a state of perfect 
obedience now and it was obvious 
that she had no intention of trying 
to dissuade me from what I intend- 
ed to do to her. She did not even 
attempt to pull back when my 
hands went to the bald Mons of her 
quim. But I was truly surprised 
when I slipped my fingers deep into 
the vulva to discover just how 
damp and hot her sex had become. 
She sighed contentedly when I 
stroked her soft lips and her mouth 
was now repeating the one phrase. 


‘Yes...oh yes...yes...more. >. 
harder...play with me harder.’ 


That was all she kept repeating and 
her hips pushed forward in an of- 
fer of her pussy mouth. I took her 
to the armchair, and she could not 
possibly have been aware of my in- 
tention when I told her to kneel on 
the arms and to get her body ben- 
ding. Only her face showed her 
reluctande when she did exactly as 


I told her to do and she even, once - 


again pushed that shapely although 
very red pair of nates into full 
relief. I lifted her body and unzip- 
ped my flies. I was aching and then 
she really was begging for sex. 


The state of her own sexuality was 
obvious because I was no sooner 
inside her tight cavern than she 
orgasm’d...but I held her hips hard 


and a perfect sensation was soon 
overcoming my own body, 


It was only to be a one off occa- 
sion, but it was her suggestion that 
we repeat the performance each 
week at the end of the week. 


She still wriggles and writhes, and 
she tries to move before the end of 
a spanking, but quietly she has told 
me that she would prefer it if I took 
no notice of this display of com- 
plaint from her. So I don’t, and a 
perfect evening at least once a 
week is assured. 

G. Gurtbraun., Oslo 


Editor: Thank you G.G. A well 
described set of circumstances and 
of course, you are quite right 
regarding the introduction in some 
of our stories of a sexual nature. 
We take your point, as we do with 
all our correspondents, that is if 
you want it, and it is within the 
bounds of legality, then we shall 
most certainly print it. Thank you 
for a very descriptive letter: 


Dear Editor, 


Well done Blushes. Still managing 
to keep your head above water with 


some of the best photographs and 


stories as ever. I don’t like all of 
the printed material and I think the 
point has often been mae that you 
can’t please all the people all the 
time. I really think the Join the 
Dots is a fantastic innovation and 
I am surprised that it has not 
featured in the number of CP 
magazines that are up for sale 
nowadays. ; 


I find that the letters that are most 
provocative are those that involve 
the female being subjected to a 
group of male onlookers and their 
whims. This intrigues me more so 
when I feel that the woman in ques- 
tion has no choice but to be com- 
pletely acceptable to whatever she 
is to be the subject of their fads and 
fancies. 


In my case I envisage Sally Ann, 
the salvationist in this position. The 
idea of having her in a position in 
which she has to be truly docile and 
obedient to the letter is a private 
thought of enjoyment for me. To 


have to pose her without uniform - - 


or anything else as an after dinner 
cabaret is a cherished ideal as far 


as I am concerned. I would not use 
a coffee table though for her to 
pose on. After the table has been 
cleared she would have to stand on 
it, ankles spread apart, and of 
course, the age old posture of 
hands on head. The table would be 
round so that her statue like posture 
could be observed from all sides. 
One by one, the dining members 
would not only suggest, but insist 
on her posturing herself according 
to each member’s fancy. Bending 
over to touch her toes, still ankles 
parted and then staying like that 
whilst hands tested the soft skin, 
the rounded nates, and even the in- 
ner creases of her thighs. One 
might suggest that she went on all 
fours ensuring that the knees re- 
mained parted but that the hollow 
of her back must stay dipped to 
enhance the full thrust of her attrac- 
tive bottom. She must keep her 
head up at all times and perhaps a 
few carefully placed mirrors might 
help her to see what her instructors 
are seeing. 


When the cane, tawse and slipper 
are introduced she must be made 
to study the instruments before they 
are applied across her backside. 
This punishment is to be witness- 
ed by the diners who settle behind 
her to watch the full gyrating 
movements that the descending 
strap, cane or slipper will induce. 
After each session of spanking or 
whatever, she must remain still 
whilst hands test the heat of the 
punished bottom. Too much move- 
ment will only add to the further 
punishment, and wiith this in mind 
Sally knows the longer she remains 
as stoically still the better will be 
the outcome. Of course, from this 
all sorts of reactions can be in- 
troduced. The walking round and 
standing as directed by each man 
whilst he feels her as he chooses 
and she aware that statue like 
stillness is a paramount must... 


It could last for a very long time, 
and incidentally, I do feel that Sally 
 isareal super model. Hope you use 
her again and let us see her fully 
undressed. 


Ken Harrison., Hastings 


Editor: This letter is a progression 
of many that we receive. The situa- 
tion envisaged by Ken is not anew 
one but his request for more of Sal- 
ly is well noted and we shall see 
what we can do. 


Dear Sir, ~ 


I read with more than the usual in- 
terest, G.T. Young’s response to 
the letter from R.R., Devon. The 
playing cards syndrome. I show- 
ed it to my wife and friends whom 
we play Bridge with. 


Their reaction? I have been 
ostracised, that’s what! They won’t 
play the game any more; not with 
me. So if G.T. Young of Notts 
ever finds that he is one player 
short for a rubber, would he kind- 
ly let me know. ’ 

Kevin Langton., Leeds 


Editor: Now that really is rotten 
luck! 


Dear Sirs, 


P Colesworthy made a valid point 
in his letter (Blushes 41) regarding 
the changes in editorial policy. I 
must admit quite frankly that I had 
not noticed the change except 
perhaps the Hors D’Oeuvres that 
he mentions was always the policy 
to advertise future issues. Now we 
are seeing the girls on the cover be- 
ing illustrated inside the issue on 
which they appear. 


Unlike him, I did not find Whip- 
pet Club as entertaining as it could 
have been and I for one would not 
wish to see the magazine use up a 
whole story on one concept 
whereby the same models being us- 
ed throughout the whole of the 
magazine. 


If a long, detailed story line has to 
be adopted, would it not be more 
practical to use the serialisation 
method whereby the subject mat- 
ter could be Spread out over several 
issues? In this manner, P Col- 
esworthy and his many like friends 
would get their wish, and we who 
prefer to see a varied presentation 
would get our’s. 


I agree that the models are really 
very good and I think it right and 
proper that you constantly remind 
us that these are models and that 
their use in the magazine is purely 
pleasure. 


I don’t give two hoots where you 
find them (See P Colesworthy’s 
comments) all I am relieved to note 
is that they are a great bunch of 
girls. 


There was too a common sense at- 
titude by our German correspon- 
dent. D Travers of Dortmund. He 
is more right than he know’s I 
think. In Frankfurt I saw a tussle 
haired young lady being marched 
behind the screened doors because 
she was a suspect drug carrier. 
Now I had spoken to this young 
lady and I must admit that on the 
route into Frankfurt she certainly 
seemed a trifle whoozy. I waited 
until she came out and when she 
did so, her blushing face told it’s 
own story. I took her for coffee and 
it is true that she really had been 
given a ‘thorough’ search that had 
involved a doctor and two female 
customs officials. You do not need 
me to repeat what D Travers has 
already told you. The young lady 
now was still very uncomfortable 
because they were certain she was 
hiding drugs. She was not! They 
were determined to find them and 
therefore a very detailed examina- 
tion had taken place. 

° 

Regarding his comment about the 
sex introduction that is creeping(?) 
into Blushes. I feel inclined to 
agree that the view of some of the 
shapely models that we are treated 
to would certainly move the best 
of us to a state of wanting to pro- 
gress to the sexual side of things. 
Not too strongly perhaps, but I 
think the slightest introduction of 
sex could be quite healthy. We 
don’t want it to turn into a raving 
sex magazine do we? I don’t know. 
For those who prefer the full 
bloodied sex caper with their CP, 
I am sure that enough mags cater 
for this taste. 


Hope you do not mind me putting 
in my pennyworth. 
Gerald Faversham., Doncaster 


Editor: Thank vou Gerald. No, we 
are pleased to get a ‘pennyworth’ 
from any of our esteemed readers. 
The points you raise, as with 
anybody we hear from are well 
noted. 

Sorry you found The Whippet Club 
too long, but we think you must 
agree it did not get boring! 
Serialisation is something the 
editorial staff are playing with. 
Readers reaction will be the 
deciding factor. We at Blushes 
really. do care what our public 
thinks and wants, and by the 
numerous letters we receive, we 
feel that we are on the right track. 
Please keep on writing. 
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OFFICE ENCOUNTERS. 


She had seen him before. Mr Alling 
his name was. Not old, fortyish 
perhaps with a trimmed dark 
beard. He was in charge of one of 
the other Branches she thought but 
she wasn’t too sure what. There 
were a lot of things Jill wasn’t sure 
about yet as she had only been 
there a week. The stacks were one 
of those things she didn’t know 
about. ‘It'll be in the stacks,’ Mrs 
Harfield who was Jill’s supervisor 
said. Jill looked a bit lost. And then 
Mr Alling said, ‘I'll show her.’ 


Was there a quick glance between 
the other two in the room? Mrs 
Harfield and Sue Prendal who was 
the. other clerical officer. Jill 
thought afterwards that there 
might have been, but not at the 
time. They didn’t say anything, sit- 
ting at their desks — but what 
would they say? ‘Don’t go into the 
stacks with Mr Alling...because...’? 
No, they were hardly likely to say 
that. As for Jill — well naturally she 
wouldn't query it. Mr Alling was 
being helpful. She got to her feet 
and followed him out. 


Jill had seen Mr Alling before and 
so presumably the reverse was 
true. He had seen her — and 
possibly sized her up? Perhaps he 
wasn’t going to notice every new 
recruit but a young and pretty 
female one, with soft, shimmery 
blonde hair and cutely rounded 
figure. Oh yes, he would have 
noticed her, as no doubt would 
have other male members of staff. 
New and very attractive and also 
seemingly hesitant, unsure of 
herself in hew newness. As any 
young person might well be in a 
new job but Jill Milford did give 
that impression of hesitancy more 
than most. Such an impression of 
unsureness — of innocence as well 
— can be highly attractive to some, 
enhancing the already highly at- 
tractive physical appearance. Mak- 
ing her sufficiently attractive that 
a man might find himself hard 
pressed to keep his hands off such 
an enchanting object... 


The stack room was piled high 
with document folders and files, 
some of them gathering the dust of 
many years. You needed to know 
your way around this paper jungle 
to find anything. Jill thought: I 
could never find anything in here, 
not wiithout help. But there was 
Mr Alling. Close at her side. He 
said, ‘Is it Jill or Gillian...?’ 
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She was starting to answer. It was 
really Gillian but-Jill was what 
everyone called her...when sud- 
denly...Mr Alling’s hand was on her 
bottom. A firm, no-nonsense grip 
on one cheek through her quite 
thin skirt. Jill almost jumped out of 
her skin. Stumbling forward with 
a yelp — as if on the beach she had 
accidentally sat on a crab and its 
claw had automatically reacted, 
closing on a segment of soft flesh. 
Or if indeed a man’s hand had done 
the same thing. Which it had of 
course. 


Jill’s lurch forward had taken her 
away from the hand — but not 
very far because they were in an 
alcove of the stacks, a dead-end. Mr 
Alling closed in on her again, 
laughing. And did the same thing 
again. Once more grabbed Jill’s 
bum. 


‘No!’ she squealed. ‘No! Stop that!’ 
Trying to twist away but now there 
was nowhere to go, she was up 
against the stacks. 


‘Don’t be silly,” Mr Alling said 
laughingly. ‘We're just having a bit 
of fun.’ He reached for her again; 
reaching behind for Jill’s bottom. 
She tried to struggle by him but he 
grabbed her and wouldn't let go. 
Holding her to him, front to front, 
and one of his hands had reached 
round behind again...to get another 
shocking grip on her quivering rear 
cheeks. 


‘You've got such a lovely bum, 
young jill,’ he was gasping a bit 
with the effort of holding her. 
‘That...I can’t keep my hands off 
it.’ 


‘Let me go.’ Jill was getting 
hysterical. ‘Let me go!’ On the 
point of tears. It was so shocking 
what he was doing, so impossible. 
Tel... il report yi." 


Mr Alling abruptly let go of her and 
stood back. With all the force she 
was struggling against suddenly 
gone, Jill stumbled and fell to the 
floor. It was as if all the fight had 
gone out of her. Sprawled on the 
floor she began sobbing, immobile 
except for her shaking shoulders. 


‘Get up,’ Mr Alling said. ‘Don’t be 
a silly girl.’ 


‘You...you’re h...hateful,’ she stut- 
tered between the sobs. 


He bent and took hold of her arm, 
hauling her up. ‘You know what 
silly girls need, Jill. They need their 
bottoms smacked.’ His voice was 
half teasing. ‘They need to have 
their knickers taken down and be 
given a good spanking on their bare 
bottoms.’ 


Jill was on her feet now, face red, 
hair in a mess. ‘I...1...will report 
you,’ she managed. She wasn’t cry- 
ing now but she had difficulty 
speaking. She could still feel that 
awful hand... 


‘Of course you won't,’ Mr Alling 
told her. ‘Everyone would just 
think what a silly girl you were if 
you make silly complaints. Acting 
like a silly schoolgirl. A grown-up 
girl doesn’t object to a little bit of 
fun. Now I should go to the loo and 
wash your face. You don’t want 
people to see you’ve been acting 
like a baby.’ His face came close to 
hers. ‘And like I told you, young 
lady, what you really need is a 
smacked bottom. Should we do 
that now? Take your knickers 
down and spank your bottom?’ 


Jill thought she was going to burst 
into tears again. He was joking but 
it was an awful, horrible joke. Mr 
Alling took hold of her arms, grin- 
ning. She let out a strangled shriek. 
Mr Alling laughed and let go of 
her...and then one hand, like a dar- 
ting snake, was reaching behind 
her. Grabbing her bottom again. 


* * * 


She didn’t know how she could 
face them, how she could go back 
in the office and face Mrs Harfield 
and Sue. They would somehow 
know what Mr Alling had done, 
perhaps they had known he was 
going to do it and had been joking 
about it all this time. Waiting for 
her to get back, to burst out 
laughing when she reappeared. She 
couldn’t report it of course: it 
would be too humiliating to say 
that it happened....Or they 
wouldn’t believe it. ‘Did what, 
dear?’ Mrs Harfield would say. ‘Are 
you sure you're not making it up. 
Well if he did you must have let 
him. You let him and then decid- 
ed you'd be awkward and make a 
fuss...’ No, there was no way she 
could say anything, she would just 
look like a little fool. 


Somehow Jill managed to go back 


in the office. After visiting the loo 
and looking askance at her face but 
when she'd washed in cold water 
it perhaps didn’t look too bad. She 
went quietly to her desk like a lit- 
tle mouse, not looking at anyone. 
Were they staring at her? Their 
faces tight with suppressed giggles? 


As Jill sat down Mrs Harfield said, 
‘So now you know, Jill.’ Her voice 
sounded normal. Jill mumbled Yes. 
Was her face scarlet? She kept her 
head down, shuffling some papers. 
Perhaps no one did know...? 


But later, when Mrs Harfield was 
out of the office, Sue said, ‘How 
did you get on with Mr Alling. Did 
he feel your bum?’ Jill’s face was 
immediately scarlet. There was no - 
need to answer. So they did know. 
She felt sick. Sue gave her a sym- 
pathetic smile. ‘That had to be why 
he wanted to show you of course. 
He’s a bit of a sod for that.’ 


Conscious of her burning face, Jill 
said, ‘Someone should report him. 
He shouldn't be allowed to get 
away with it.’ 


Sue shrugged. ‘There’s no point 
making a fuss. You have to accept 
a certain amount of that sort of 
thing. I mean that’s what men are 
like.’ 


Well he won't do it again, Jill told 
herself. If she wasn’t going to 
report it — and she knew she 
wasn't — she would make sure he 
didn’t do it again. She certainly 
wouldn't go in the stacks with him 
another time — or go anywhere 
near him. Luckily he wasn’t her 
boss so she didn’t normally have 
anything to do with Mr Alling. As 
she wouldn’t have on this occasion 
if she hadn’t been so green and 
naive. Senior people didn’t take 
time out to show new girls around 
unless they had a reason. 


Jill thought she would never get 
over that horrific shock but after 
a couple of days the memory of it 
was not quite as intense. There was 
the thought of course that Sue and 
Mrs Harfield knew what had hap- 
pened but as nothing more was said 
about it Jill could most of the time 
forget that as well. As for Mr AIl- 
ing, she kept well out of his way. 
She saw him once or twice in the 
corridor but only from a distance. 
A distance was plenty close 
enough, thank you. Yes she was 
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able to forget about it for most of 
the time. But then... 


Almost two weeks later. The 
Thursday. When Jill arrived in the 
morning Mrs Harfield said, ‘Oh Jill, 
we've got a problem, I’m afraid. 
Apparently one of Mr Alling’s girls 
is off, they’re not sure for how 
long. Anyway Personnel have ask- 
ed for you to fill in.’ 


Jill couldn’t believe it at first: this 
impossible thing that Mrs Harfield 
was saying. She shook her head in 
disbelief. Mrs Harfield smiled at 
her. ‘It’s unfortunate but there it is. 
It may not be for very long.’ 


Red-faced, Jill breathed a shocked 
‘No!’ as the full import of it hit her. 
‘No. Not Mr Alling.’ 


Mrs Harfield gave Jill another bland 
smile. Thinking, Jill thought: Silly 
girl. Scared of having her bottom 
played with. Well that’s her hard 
luck. Smoothly she said, ‘Mr All- 
ing’s not too bad, Jill. Now go 
along to his office right away 
please.’ 


jill felt a desperate urge to run out 
of the building, out into the street, 
but she couldn’t do that. Instead 
she had to pick up her things and 
walk along the corridor and up the 
Stairs...to the room that had Mr All- 
ing’s name on it. Jillhad had to go 
up in that direction once before 
since that awful business in the 
stack room. She had passed his of- 
fice with her heart in her mouth 
but she hadn’t of course had to go 
in. Now... 


He grinned at her. ‘Hello, pretty 
Jill. How lovely to see you. Yes, my 
Angela’s off sick. So I told Person- 
nel I knew just the girl I wanted as 
replacement if she could be releas- 
ed. And your Mrs Harfield was 
most obliging. Come here then. 
Close the door and come here.’ 


Mr Alling, sitting behind his desk, 
was indicating the spot at his side. 
Right next to him. Jill’s knees felt 
like they were going to collapse. 
Somehow they kept her upright, 
though. ‘Come closer,’ Mr Alling 
said. ‘Nice and close...’ He reach- 
ed for Jill’s skirt and firmly tugged 
her to him. ‘That’s better.’ 


‘So how’s my pretty Jill been? Has 
she had that lovely bottom pinch- 
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ed since our little bit of fun in the 
stacks? I expect she has, I expect 
everyone in the building’s trying to 
pinch it.’ 


‘No!’ she yelped, pushing at Mr All- 
ing’s hand. It was going up her 
skirt. It was at her knee and going 
up the back of her leg. ‘No!’ 


‘Look, Jill...’ Mr Alling’s voice had 
lost the bantering tone. It was 
harder. “You're working for me 
now. For the moment. I’m your 
boss. And I don’t want you being 
silly. All right?’ 


She didn’t have to let Mr Alling do 
this. He couldn’t do it. She’d make 
a complaint. But Mr Alling was do- 
ing it. Sliding his hand up her skirt. 
She was saying ‘No...please...’ ina 
desperate hissing voice...but the 
hand, with Mr Alling saying ‘Don’t 
be a silly girl...’ was nonetheless 
doing it. Sliding up the backs of her 
legs. Up to Jill’s stocking tops. And 
beyond. His hand on the hot, bare 
thigh-flsh. She was going to faint. 
Shaking all over. Her legs were go- 
ing to collapse. She was going to 
be sick...Mr Alling’s hand was up 
at the tight seat of her knickers... 


* * * 


“We're going to have to stay later 
tonight,’ he told her. ‘Not long. It 
won't take long but I’ve got 
something I need to do. You don’t 
mind, do you, Jilly dear? You'll get 
overtime of course.’ 


It was 4 o'clock, an hour before the 
normal finishing time. Still Jill’s 
first day with mr Alling, with the 
memory of that shocking start to 
the day still enormous in her head. 
His hand up her skirt, stroking the 
bare backs of her thighs..and then 
up on her knickers, her bottom. He 
had simply done it and Jill hadn’t 
been able to stop him. If Mr Alling 
had tried it again...well, she 
woauldn’t have been able to stop tht 
eiither. But he hadn’t. He hadn’t 
touched her sin¢e. 


jill tried to protest that she 
couldn’t, but Mr Alling in that brisk 
authoritarian voice said of course 
she could. It wouldn’t be for long... 


She had been thinking about the 
stack room all day of course. 
Working with dreadful Mr Alling 
and especially after what he had 


done first thing. What if he said, 
‘Come along to the stack room, 


Jill.’ But he hadn’t — and anyway | 


perhaps he didn’t need to, he could 
do things right here in his own of- 
fice. But now at just after 5 he 
looked in and said it. ‘We'll go 
along to the stack room, Jill. I need 
something there.’ 


Jill sat petrified. ‘Come along,’ he 
told her. ‘Don’t be a silly girl.’ 


In that awful room again. The nar- 
row corridors with the high 
shelves of dusty files looming on 
either side. It was like a bad dream, 
a nightmare. At any moment Mr 
Alling was going to grab her. Grab 
her bottom. He held her arm, direc- 
ting her though the maze of 
shelves. Suddenly he said, ‘Have 
you got a boyfriend, Jill?’ : 


_ It came out of the blue and she was 


almost too tense to reply. Jill 
mumbled an affirmative. 


‘Does he fuck you, Jill?’ 


She didn’t answer. It was a shock 
but not the shock she had been ex- 
pecting. Mr Alling had stopped. 
Turning towards her. ‘Does he, Jil- 
ly?’ Trembling she shook her head. 


‘No? Well he should do. A girl your 
age should be fucked regularly. It’s 
good for her. And as well as that 
what she needs is to have her bot- 
tom spanked. If she’s a silly girl. I 
told you that before, didn’t I? So 
that’s what we're going to do now. 
We're going to smack that bottom.’ 


It was a nightmare. A nightmare in 
all these stacks and dusty old files, 
and Mr Alling. And a step-ladder for 
climbing up to get things. Mr All-. 
ing was telling her to get up on the 
ladder. And then to take her skirt 
off. This couldn’t happen in real 
life of course, nothing as awful as 
this could possibly happen...ben- 
ding over...Mr Alling sliding down 
her knickers...so that her bottom . 
as she stood up on the ladder was 
bare... 


The spanking...it seemed to go on ~ 
and on. As nightmares do 
sometimes go on and on. At the 


end of it — the spanking, not the — 


nightmare — Mr Alling said, ‘Now 
about that other thing. Your 
boyfriend, Jill. Does he really not 
fuck you...?’ 


DID YOU GET IT?? 


If you didn’t you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 

are still available. Just send to the _ 
address below, we'll also send you some amazing 
special offers. 


What’s Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.15 to No.22 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 
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We try for return of post and certainly send under 
| plain cover. 
Make Cheques and PO's payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 
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